	BERRY PROTESTS AND IS CORRUPTED	
The mattre d'hdfel was coming down from the terrace
by the rude and laborious zig-zag which led to the
valley below. When I say * laborious/ I am thinking
of its ascent. On a hot day this made the head swim,
" There's a card on the salver/' said Jill " Some-
body's called."
The cynosure of twelve eyes, the butler completed
the zig-zag and took to the turf. A moment later
he was stooping by Daphne's side.
" The Abbe Gironde," read Daphne. " It must
be the parish priest. Did you let him in, FranQois ? "
" Yes, madame.   He is seated now in the salon."
" Good/' said my sister quietly. She put the card
back on the salver and rose to her feet. With one
consent, the rest of us rose also, Berry, of course,
excepted. He was sleeping the sleep of the just.
" Monsieur will see him. Wait till we're out of sight,
and then wake him and give him the card."
Francois grinned obediently.
" Very good, madame/'
One minute later we had withdrawn to the woods.
I shall always regret that we were out of earshot:
all we could do was to watch the pantomime.
With difficulty awakened, Berry stared from the
card to the butler, as a man who is not fully conscious,
yet conscious enough to perceive that he and no
other is the object of some most poisonous demand.
As the horror of his fate became clearer, he shot one
frantic look round. Then he began to argue . . ,
Fra^ois, however, was relentless. With a wealth of
polite gesticulation, he pointed the only path. Berry
put his head in his hands, Then he crawled to the
stream and laved the lot. Finally he got to his feet
and screamed for his wife.
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